nant with heroic deeds. I am speaking of modern Greece,
not ancient Greece. And the women, when you look into
the history of this little country, were just as heroic as
the men. In fact, I have even a greater respect for the
Greek woman than for the Greek man. The Greek woman
and the Greek Orthodox priest—they sustained the fight-
ing spirit. For stubbornness, courage, recklessness, daring,
there are no greater examples anywhere. No wonder Dur-
rell wanted to fight with the Greeks. Who wouldn't pre-
fer to fight beside a Bouboulina, for example, than with
a gang of sickly, effeminate recruits from Oxford or Cam-
bridge?
I made no English friends in Greece. I felt apologetic
towards the Greeks whenever I was found in their com-
pany. The friends I made in Greece were Greek and I
am proud of them, honored that they consider me a
friend. I hope that the few Englishmen I knew in Greece
will realize, when they read these lines, what I thought
of their behavior. I hope they will consider me an enemy
of their kind.
I'd rather talk about something more interesting—
about Katsimbalis, for instance, about the visit to his home
in Amaroussion one day towards twilight. Another mar-
vellous day, another,red letter day in my life! We had
been asked to come early in order to watch the sunset.
Stephanides had made a translation of some Greek poems
—;we were going to hear them in English* When we ar-
rived Katsimbalis hadn't quite finished his nap. He was
trather ashamed of being caught napping because he was
always bragging about how little sleep he required. He '
came downstairs looking a bit foggy and pasty. He was
talking as if to himself, making little futile gestures with
his hands as if to get the damned spinet working. He was
mumbling something about a word which he had remem-
bered in his dream a few moments ago. He was always

